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*S BABES IN Tae WOOD 








AFTER ALL THE LABELS 

AFTER ALL THE SLOGANS 

TURN TO MELACHRINO 

AND TRY REAL TURKISH LEAF 








When you become tired of one ordinary cigarette, it 
doesn't help much to shift to another. For domestic 
mixtures are all muchalike. No matter how they are 
blended they're still home grown. So why switch from 
one slogan to another—with lasting pleasure still be- 
yond your reach. 

Why not get a real variety—a real change? Turn 


to Melachrino—the Turkish cigarette—an entirely 


————————e 





different leaf, a tobacco that’s all flavor. There's not 
an ounce of domestic tobacco in Melachrinos. And 
from their pure Turkish leaf comes the ripeness of 
taste, the fullness of flavor, that only the Melachrino 
can offer. 

Once you discover Turkish tobacco, your cigarette 
choice is determined for life. For more than fifty 
years Melachrinos have constantly appealed to the 


fastidious taste. Smokers who dis- 





covered Melachrinos ten or 
twenty or thirty years ago are 
Melachrino smokers today. 
Once Melachrino, always Mela- 
chrino. For a different flavor—for 
a new smoking sensation—and 
for a lasting satisfaction— make 
the shift to Melachrinos— today. 


STRAW TIPS 
CORK TIPS 
PLAIN ENDS 
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THE ONE CIGARETTE SOLD THE WORLD OVER 
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GEORGE JEAN NATHAN 


According to the press, an English 
archaeologist has finally translated 
the ancient law of the Medes and the 
Persians. We figured it out long ago: 
“One Man’s Mede Another Man’s 
Persian.” 


The stock market can fool some 
of the people all of the time, and all 
of the people some of the time, but 
the rest of the time the people haven't 
anything left to be fooled out of. 
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JacK SHUTTLEWoRTH, Editor 


RICHARD J. WALSH Sipney S. 


And the people who played Wall 

Street should have done their Christ- 
mas shopping even earlier! 
The Princeton Alumni Weekly re- 
cently suggested that a solution to 
seating football spectators could be 
obtained by building revolving sta- 
diums. And a correspondent writes 
in that if liquor prices keep going up 
it might save the public some money 
at that. 
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Contributing Editors 


Most naval experts, while perhaps 
agreeing that charity should begin at 
home, believe that parity should be- 
gin somewhere else. 


And now that the elections are over, 
the Republicans are looking for a 
candidate for Mayor of New York 
City to be defeated in 1933, while 
the Democrats are looking for a presi 
dential candidate to be defeated in 
1932. 








“Will you try our homemade noodle soup today?” 
“No thanks, I’ll have some old southern ham and waffles.” 
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= - The Higher Learning 


“Now, students, I want to see how 
much you remember of yesterday’s 
lesson. Mr. Parker, can you tell us 
what the old lady from Dubuque said 
to the tramp? That’s right. Ex- 
cellent! And now, Mr. Dwight, | 
want you to give us the complete story 
of the chorus girl and the octoge- 
narian.... Ha, ha, ha! Very good. 
I see you have memorized it thor- 
oughly. All right, Mr. Norton, you 
appear anxious to recite. Tell me, 
what's the difference between .. . p’st 
... pst... ? Correct. Your work 
is certainly improving, Mr. Norton. 
And now, students, we shall commence 











today’s lesson, beginning with the one 
about the husband who came home un- 
expectedly. But before I tell it, wish 
to commend the class on its splendid 
industry and attention. When you 
leave this school, students, I guar- 
antee that all of you will be thor- 
oughly trained traveling salesmen.” 











“Oh, yes, we like this apartment, but we want to try out the floors —Ormonpv Rozprns 
and tenants downstairs before we take it.” 


Helping Hands 


When you're thinking of changing 
jobs 


“Well, it sounds better, but there 
are a lot of things to consider. You 
might not make the grade the first 
month or two, and find yourself out in 
the street.” 

“Hell, I'd say go to - se you're 
out of your present connection in 
mind, you might as well be out in 
body. Take a chance.” 

“T’'d say, stick. You know definitely 
that you're fairly happy here, and 
that the chief likes you. ‘Slow but 
Sure’—that’s the way I'd figure it.” 

“Frankly, I don’t know. Of course, 
it means more jack right away. On 
the other hand, you might get in with 
a bunch of expert riflemen who'd shoot 
you behind your back. I'd say, take 
more time and think it over.” . 

“Why don’t you try some entirely 
different line for a change? Look at 
Fritz Cassebeer—left the hosiery 
business flat and is cleaning up twenty 
thousand a year in drugs! ... The 
devil he isn’t! Ask anybody.” 

“You'd better stay put. First thing 
you know, you'll be a Jack-of-all- 
trades and a candidate for the Old 
Men’s Home. Why don’t you get up 
your nerve and hit ’em for a raise? 
As the Jew says, ‘All he can do is 
insult you!’” 

—STANLEY JONES 
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Newspaper WomaNn—Good morning, Colonel Birdwhistle, do you 
think Consolidated Rubber is due for a rise? 
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Speaking of Slogans 
The Stock Market—Good to the 
Last Drop! 


Between the stock market and the 
laundries, it’s a wonder anybody has 
his shirt left. 


“Well, you've got to give the devil 
his dew.” sighed the rounder’s wife as 
she ordered another case of scotch. 


The old New England Puritans 
were not gamblers, and yet many of 
them often found themselves up to 
their necks in stocks. 


“So the joke business is dull at 
prese nt?” 

‘Yeh, everybody's waiting around 
for a new cigarette campaign.” 


“Did you ever do any fishing 
through the ice?” 
“Only for cherries at the bottom 


os 
of glasses. 


And, remember, in reading statis 
tics of auto fatalities they don't in 
clude those who get pneumonia from 
riding in rumble seats. 


Srpectrator—lIs the dog mad? 


VicTim IT don’t know, 
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but b-b-believe me, I am! 


-~Did 


you 





lose something? 


The Old, Old Story 


The time came when I had to admit 
that there was no longer any question 
about my wife’s trying to pull the 
wool over my eyes. I had been more 
or less asleep—entirely unconscious 
that anything of the sort was going 
on. Once my eyes were opened I 
realized that things could not continue 
is they were it gave me too uncom- 
fortable a feeling. There was nothing 
else to do but speak to her quietly, 
taxing her with her actions and mak- 
ing her see that conditions, from my 
standpoint, were fast getting unbear- 
ble. So I said: 

“Emma, please don’t hog the blanket 

you've pulled it all up over my 
face and my feet are simply freezing.” 

Hawt Siri 


The Berries 


We've a swell idea for a commuters 
and subway-riders’ graveyard. It 
wouldn’t require a lot of acreage 
cither because eve ry body would be 
buried standing up. 


In a murder case, it is up to the 
jury to find the defendant guilty or 
not guilty. 

But first it is up to the police to find 
the defendant. 
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Fiendish Pleasure 
I love to watch the ticker tape, 
And see the prices fall; 
And see how much I’ve saved on 
stocks 
By having none at all. 


—R. C. O’Brien 


Dilley’s Dictionary 

Rant—What you pay the landlord 
every month. 

Rapt—A package with strings around 
it. 

Rubber—-A man who steals things 
from people. 

Seek—lIll; not well. 

Ser—Half a dozen. 

Sheaf—Head of an Indian tribe. 
Sodden — Happening quickly and 
without warning; hurried, hasty. 

Snooze—when a man bites a dog. 
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Down and— 
6th floor 


“Oh, George, isn’t the radio work- 
ing beautifully tonight?” 


5th floor 
“Henry, get the broom and pound 
on the ceiling. Those pests have that 
radio going again and it’s driving me 
crazy. 
4th floor 
“There, just listen, those darn 
fools above us are at it again. They 
do nothing but pound, pound, pound, 
all hours of the night. Sounds like a 
boiler factory. I'll bang on _ the 
radiators for a while, and maybe 
they'll take the hint.” 


3rd floor 


“Heavens, John, those morons up- 
stairs are pounding their radiators 
again, and woke the baby. Just listen 
to the poor dear cry. Now how will 
we ever get him back to sleep?” 


2nd floor 
“Well, you’re th’ one that wanted 
to live in this apartment. How'd I 
know we were going to move right 
under a baby that yelled all the time. 
And what’s more stop shouting at me. 
you'd think—” 


1st floor 
“There, those terrible people are 
fighting again. You'd think they'd 
get a divorce. C'mon, let’s go to the 
movies; I can’t stand listening to them 
all evening again.” 
Scott Brown 
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Owner—Hey! 


Here it is. 
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Carving Hints 

‘Toven your toes with the tips of 

the fingers about a hundred and 
fifty times. This loosens the shoulder 
muscles and improves the wind. 

When you feel quite fit, rise from 
your chair and stand erect, weight 
well forward on the balls of the feet, 
elbows in, the fork in your left hand, 
the knife gripped securely in the 
right. 

You are now ready to approach, and 
it is well to adopt a rather open 
stance. Play the bird off your left 
heel, say. Seize the shaft of the knife 
in both hands, using the interlocking 
grip, keep the left arm stiff on the 
back-swing and play for a slice. (Some 
prefer to tee the chicken rather high 
on the platter and, shortening the 
grip, forget all about follow-through 
and chip the bird to the other end of 
the table. This is a rather difficult 
shot and novices are apt to hook into 
the centerpiece. ) 

If you succeed in carving the 
chicken in the minimum number of 
strokes, it is a birdie. But if you find 
yourself in the rough or if you shoot 
out of bounds, thereby going well over 
par, it might be almost anything. 

When you have gone over the bird 
thoroughly, and we shall hope you 
have broken a hundred, bend the ae, 
knees, heels together, weight on the NOS 
left foot, hands ahead of the point ~ Yj © 
of the knife, and prepare to putt to am AV 7 
the individual plates. Study the roll 
of the table and stroke vigorously. 
The rest will be gravy. s “There, I hope this teaches you not to monkey with the Constitution.” 

—A. W. KNIGH’ 


“4 ALL 


Popularity 


I really don’t know what has made 
me popular so suddenly. I live a se 
cluded and retiring life, and conse 
quently all the invitations that I've 
been getting lately surprise me. As 
far as I know I have never taken 
Arthur Murray’s course or anything 
remotely like it, and I haven’t even 
glanced at Elbert Hubbard’s Scrap- 
book. But still the invitations pour 
in, and I haven’t the slightest idea 
what to do about it. Of course it’s 
flattering to a man to be so much an 
object of attention, but I think I'll 
lave to protest. Each mail delivery 
brings me one or two more neatly en- 
veloped invitations. My mailbox is 
breaking down under the strain, and 
besides a man can’t join every book 
club there is. 

Lost tn THE Desert— Suggestion for appropriate wall 
“And now, let us turn our thoughts heavenward!” decoration for a_ frigidaire’ sales- 
“You can if you like, but all I can think of is liver-and-onions.” room: a frieze. 
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I Know a Girl 


‘ne thinks the oboe is a tramp, that 

the tuba is a kind of rose, and that 
an overture is a trip across the moun 
tains, but she says she’s so happy the 


\ 


concert and opera season has ope ned. 


She thinks harmony is a southern 
cereal, that counterpoint is a te chnical 
score in a debate, and that a guest con- 
ductor is one who has finished his 
work and is just riding home. 

When I told her I had the scores 
of all the operas she asked me who 
won most of them. 


We got to talking about the quality 
of various instruments, and I said 
1 was very fond of the ‘cello. She told 
me she liked it once in a while if there 
was lots of fresh fruit in it, and some 
nuts and whipped cream over the top. 


I told her I knew the second-bass 
player of the Philharmonic, and she 
said she bet he wasn’t as good as 
Rogers Hornsby. 


But the big mistake I made was 
when I ventured to say that Toscanini 
was the greatest baton artist of all 
times. She wanted to know what his 
battin’ average was and what team he 
played with. 


—CaRROLL CARROLL 


The Postman on his vacation goes 
on a long hike, but when the Mason 
takes a day off, he gets plastered. 


If money talks, then some checks 


must talk back. “Nox 
y ‘. 
o » 
& 


Suipwreckep Sattor—Safe ashore, Bill! 
Day, too! 
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And on Thanksgivin’ 
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wet paint, how the heck do I get down?’ 


Blame It on the Market 


Buy your wife no coat of fur— 
Blame it on the market! 

Square yourself this way with her— 
Blame it on the market. 

For a perfect alibi, 

Any deed to justify, 

With a sad and sorry eye 
Blame it on the market! 


Take your time in paying bills— 
Blame it on the market. 

lake a fortnight in the hills — 
Blame it on the market. 

hough you’re neither bull nor bear, 

Though you've never owned a share, 

Let “The Street” your burden bear 


Blame it on the market! Zi 
—Artuur L. LippMann i 
Dumb Dora’s most formidable i 


rival: the celebrity who naively an- 
swered, “But I don’t smoke Luckies "’ 
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Not So Novel 


I'd read in English novels, true con- V 
tentment could be found 





y 

With your dog beside a fire, pipe i 

aglowing; I 

So I rented an apartment with a eral 

hearthstone, bought a hound v 

And a pipe, convinced such pleasure bad 

was worth knowing. com 

E 

But I’ve tried it several evenings now to t 

and entertain a doubt hac 

That such British heights of joy I 

I have ambish to; wail 

For the pipe, for some strange reason, litt] 

seems forever going out ' 

And the animal seems constantly to Ses 
wish to. 


—Carro_t CARROLL 


An Ad Reader’s Prayer of Thanks 


To the Clicquot Club Co., my 
thanks for protecting me from the 
dangers of improperly aged ginger 
ale. 

To the Forhan Co., for warning me 
of pyorrhea. 

To the Gorham Silver Co., for pro- 
tecting me from the sneers of my 
neighbors at my plated silver. 

To the Community Plate Co., for 
protecting me from the sneers of my 
neighbors at my old-fashioned solid 
silver. 





To the Spur Tie Co., for letting me 
know that movie actors are wearing 
inade-up ties. 











To the Arrow Collar Co., for res- 
cuing me from inappropriate sports- 
THE THREE A.M. GLIDE wear in business. 








Some steps that have never been set to music. 


Sign on Highway in Scotland 
Detour: Toll Bridge Ahead. 


A bee dies when it stings you, but 
we sometimes wish Nature had en- 
dowed them with a better method of 
committing suicide. 


When a thing is blown away in 
Florida, it’s a tornado; in Chicago, 
it’s a bomb. 


Imagination Needed 
The little boy who told untruths— 
Who was so good at fables— 
Has now grown up and has a job— 
He manufactures labels. 


—R. C. O’Brien 


And to all the other advertisers for 
their solicitude for my comfort, social 
status, health, wealth and happiness. 


—Sam Moore 
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Tue Iron Mainen 
Of Medieval Times and Today 
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Things We’d Like to Know 

Why the painted clocks hanging in 
front of jewelry stores always read 
twenty minutes after eight. 

If ferry-boat captains pull down 
graft from the pile-driving companies. 

Whether all waiters are naturally 
bad writers, or if they study to be- 
come so illegible. 

How men who figure on being shot 
to the moon in a rocket plan to come 
back. 

If race horses couldn’t run just as 
well if their names seemed to make a 
little sense. 

The chorus of George White's 
Scandals. 














Thanksgiving-Day Game 


When the stadium’s full of the fellows 
with pull 
And the band has the stand in a 
grand sort of roar; 
Will you thrill (and be chilly through 
clothing of wool)? 
Will you scream as your team on 
the field starts to score? 





When the pigskin goes smack in the 
arms of a back 
(At the click of a kick that’s been 
gotten off fast), 
Will you rear-up and cheer-up and 
make your voice crack 
When you sce he is free for a touch- 
down at last? 





When the run that has done for the 
game ends the fun 
Will you hustle and tussle to get on 
the field? 
Will you riot or quietly hear that it’s 
done 





As you stroke where your holiday 
dinner’s concealed? 


Will you bother and work to get seats 
or eat turk? 
Will you pack in a grandstand or 
pack in mince pie? 
Will vou starve or be carving a bird 
with a dirk, 
Tuned in on the game like a sensi 
ble guy? 


—Carrotu Carroiyu 





Suggested slogan for extraction 
specialists: The whole tooth, and 
nothing but the tooth! 











South of the Equator 








First American Tourtst—IJ/ear that racket? It’s the President’s We may be all wrong, but we sus- 
salute. pect sandpaper of being a by-product 
“H’m—don’t look like they even aimed at him.” of spinach canneries. 
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Bob Ruxton’s Thanksgiving 
By 
S. J. Perelman 


[' was the night before Thanksgiving. 


and everywhere in the heart of New 
York’s great shopping district peopl 
with shining eves hurried about buy 
ing holly with which to stuff their 


turkey and sige dressing to hang in 


their windows. On all sides joy and 
rejoicing reigned supreme. But to 


Bob Ruxton, youngest cub reporter 
on the staff of the “Evening Star,” 
Thanksgiving was only a name. As 
he sat moodily puffing on his old corn 
cob pipe in the city room waiting for 
an assignment, a group of veteran 
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newspaper men in expensive astra- 
khan-trimmed coats nearby joyfulls 
unwrapped the Thanksgiving pres- 
ents they had received from the pub- 
lisher. 

“Look, look, a turkey!” cried one 
whom we will call “Heywood Broun,” 
in charge of the frank sullivan de- 
partment of the paper. 

“And see what I got!” exulted 
“Frank Sullivan,’ heywood  broun 
editor of the journal, holding up a 
blue slip of paper labeled “$1000.” 

“And I!” exclaimed ‘‘Walter Win- 
chell,”’ a gray-haired old cartoonist 
named Bud Fisher, displaying to the 
admiring gaze of all a shiny blue 
Cadillac roadster. 

“Well, what did you get, Bob?” in- 

















The lady who built a balcony in her house to hear Rudy Vallee sing. 
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quired “Arthur Brisboom”’ kindly 
placing a fatherly hand on the young 


ster’s curly head. “Oh, come now, 
don’t despair, ‘better luck next time, 


as the saying goes!” And with many 

a merry quip, rally, and unprintabl 
jest the party adjourned to a con 
venient “blind pig” for the week-end. 
Bob cursed his luck as he watched 
them go and thought of the lonely, 
sixty-cent luncheon he would have on 
the morrow. He was aroused by the 
voice of “Rags,” the red-headed and 
irrepressible othice boy. 

“Like to take a chance on the big 
$5,000 raffle the paper's running, Mr. 
Ruxton? You know we draw _ the 
winning number tonight and still have 
a few chances left.” Bob pessimis 
tically chose a number and gave 
“Rags” his dollar. A moment later 
the city editor called out his name. 

“Ruxton,” he said, “a very im- 
portant tip has just been phoned in 
on the Farmers and Plovers Bank 
robbery. The thieves are reported 
hiding in an abandoned shack at 46 
Pratt Street on the waterfront. All 
our star writers have gone home for 
the week. Can you get the story?” 

A newspaper man by instinct, Bob’s 
eyes flashed as he scented a_ big 
“scoop.” His chance, the one he had 
been awaiting for months! He drew 
himself erect. 

“T’ll bring back the story, chief,” 
he said quietly as he quickly slipped 
the automatic pistol without which no 
journatist ever travels into a pocket 
of his ulster. His nerves tingled 
as he hailed a cab. Already he could 
hear the newsboys shouting the head 
lines “Star Reporter Captures Bank 
Bandits” as the taxi sped toward th 
isolated dock section. 

Pratt Street was deserted and 
silent as the car drew up before No. 
46. From within Bob could hear a 
snatch of song or coarse oath as the 
robbers caroused in their stronghold 
His heart in his mouth, Bob mounted 
the rickety steps and _ cautiously 
opened the door. He was in a dark 
hall feebly lighted by a gas jet. It 
was but the work of a moment to 
open the door of the robbers’ hide- 
away with the skeleton key without 
which no real newspaper man ever 
leaves his office. Through the crack 
in the door Bob saw four desperate- 
looking individuals seated around a 
table playing cards and dividing loot. 
He drew a deep breath and opened 
the door. 

“The jig is up, gentlemen,” he said 
in level tones as he pointed his pistol 
at their heads. They sprang to their 

(Continued on page 32) 
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CLUB LIFE IN AMERICA 
The Stock Brokers 
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“THERE’S BEARS IN THEM HILLS!” 
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Good Losers 
. hard to say which was the more hideous—the stock 


crash or the avalanche of hind-sighted chatter that 

has ensued. The old gent on the bench knows naught 
of speculation and has had scant opportunity to learn 
about investment. But should that deter him from com- 
ment? We should say not! 

We have no wisdom as to whether the market is going 
to go up or down. We never did have. And it certainly 
is a pleasure to discover that nobody else had, either. Sir 
Oracle was only old Dr. Hunch in false whiskers. Never 
again shall we have to sit respectful at his feet. They're 
clay, and chipped at that. 

Especially our sympathy goes out to those economists 
and statisticians who had just been telling us that the 
bull movement was practically permanent. Chief among 
these, Professor Irving Fisher, the demon dry calculator. 
Here’s hoping that his figures about the blessings of pro- 
hibition are just as wrong. 

We have a new respect, however, for the Great Ameri- 
Sucker. 
glory, his bragging about his profits and his conspicuous 
spending. But, by all the gods, 
he’s a grand loser! The hue of Wall Street changed from 
rosy to blue, but never to yellow. From all the thousands 
who lost everything we've heard hardly a whimper. The 
prevailing spirit has been that of the girl pianist from 
Omaha who sunk her whole fortune, a million, and re- 
marked that she would stay in New York a few days more 
“to try to find a bear who will buy my chinchilla coat.” 
And having hitherto played the piano because she liked 
it, she is now going to play for a living. 

We welcome the renaissance of the doctrine that the 
only sure way to make money is to work for it. 

Dr. Julius Klein estimates that not more than a million 
persons were involved in speculation. Only about ten 
cities pay much heed to Wall Street antics. No real values 
have been wiped out. War, flood, fire or pestilence de- 
stroy natural resources, property, lives. the ability to 
produce. Today we have every real thing that we had 
before, plus the necessity and the resolve of a great many 
able folks to quit fooling and get down to business. 


can For years he has griped us by his vain 


He was a bum winner. 


Uneven Justice 


RResextuent over the Gastonia trial centers upon the 

’ charge that this land of the free hounds its radicals. 
Cases occur often enough to keep alive the dangerous be- 
lief that we have one law for the lofty and one for the 
lowly, that we persecute those whose political, economic 
or religious views do not conform to those of the ma- 
jority. The truth is, of course, that we have forty-nine 
bodies of law, one federal and one for each of the forty- 
eight States—besides all the ordinances and regulations 
of the smaller units of government. 


A trick in the law of Massachusetts dooms Sacco and 
Vanzetti; their appeal has to be heard before the very 
judge who tried them. Mooney and Billings spend thir- 
in jail in California governor 
chooses to keep them there in the face of nation-wide 


teen years because the 
protests, including those of the judge and jurymen before 
whom they were tried. 

At the trial of the Gastonia strikers Judge Barnhill 
obviously strove to be fair, but the laws of North Caro- 
admitted evidence as to the 
heretical views of a key witness, the wife of one of the 
defendants. She did not believe in a “Supreme Being” 
and said that the fact that she had to take the oath on a 
Bible wouldn't make her tell the truth any more faithfully 
than if she took it on This was taken as 
impeaching her testimony, because in North 
the idea seems to be that an oath doesn’t count unless you 
take it on a Bible. Like the man who said, “I won't bet 
on it, but I'll give you my word of honor.” 

In a letter to the New York Times Copal Mintz shows 
that even if the Gastonia trial fair in accordance 
with the laws of North Carolina, it was not fair “accord- 
ing to the American system of jurisprudence.” The clos- 
ing speeches of the prosecution were “fiery harangues.” 


lina got in his way. He 


an almanac. 
Carolina 


was 


Recently the Supreme Court reversed a case where the 
vituperative language of counsel had for its obvious pur- 
In New York 
the Court of Appeals reversed a conviction because cer- 
tain questions put to the defendant had tended to pre- 
judice the jury. Religious prejudice flamed in the ques- 
tions put at Gastonia. 


pose an appeal to passion and prejudice. 


It remains to be seen whether the Supreme Court of the 
State will reverse the conviction. Mr. Mintz asserts that 
there would be no doubt of reversal if the appeal were in 
a federal court or in New York or one of many other 
States. But North 
American jurisprudence.” 


Carolina does not have “typical 
Probably these forty-eight 
diverse States never will agree on a “typical” code and 
therefore never shall we have even-handed justice. Which 
is all the more reason why everybody who values our civil 
liberties should protest whenever anywhere there is ground 
for suspicion that men are being convicted on prejudice 
rather than on facts. 


A MAN in New Jersey recently had his driving license 
. revoked because he was found guilty of “driving 
while under the influence of snuff.” That’s progress. But 
our highways won't be really safe until we take away the 
licenses of people who drive while under the influence of 
too much Sunday dinner, back-seat drivers, and anger at 
that guy who passed on the wrong side. Seriously, there 
may be a lot of truth in the assertion that you can’t have 
personal liberty in a motorized civilization. 


R.J.W. 








Force of Habit 


“Yo see. I'm a great admirer of 
Napoleon,” I told the medium, 


“and I'd like very much to converse 
with his spirit through your occult 
powers. Can you arrange it for me?” 

“Certainly,” was her reply. Sey 
eral minutes later she had gone into 

trance-like state, and I heard a 
voice speaking vaguely in the dark 
ened room. 

“Hello.” it said: “this is Christo 
pher Columbus. I did it for the wife 
and kiddies. But really, it was noth 
Sa 

“Just a minute,” I interrupted as 
politely as I could. “There must be 
some mistake. I wanted to talk to 
Napoleon.” 

Silence pre vailed. Then another 
Voce sounded hollowly: 

“Yes, this is Lucretia Borgia, and 
I have some stuff here that just came 
over on the boat. You ought to trv 


“But Miss—er—Borgia,” I ven- 
tured apologetically, “‘as a matter of 
fact, I wished to speak to Napoleon.” 

Another silence ensued. I waited 
tensely. Then: 

“Hello; Nero speaking. It was 
really an earthquake, but the Boost 
Rome Club decided to call it a fire.” 

“I don’t care about that,” was my 
impatient rejoinder. “I’m trying to 
get someone else.” 


Another ten minutes passed, during 
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“Who knows, Fred, we may be building a love nest?” 





The snake-charmer meets the popular demand 
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which I heard from Cleopatra, Sir 
Walter Raleigh, and Diogenes. Na- 
poleon, however, had failed to speak. 

“I'm afraid I'll have to give it up,” 
1 said in despair. “Here is your fee, 


madam.” 

Instantly she came out of her trance 
and accepted the money. 

“By the way,” I asked, a sudden 
suspicion forming in my mind, “how 
did vou make a living before you took 
up this work?” 

“I was a telephone operator,” the 
medium replied. “Good day, sir.” 


—QOrmonp Rossins 


For Women Only 


Wasp waists, we understand, have 
come back into fashion. So it looks 
as tho the feminine figure had finally 
come to stays. 


And just because a man is opposed 
to the repeal of prohibition that 
doesn’t necessarily mean that he’s a 
bootlegger. He may be a prison con 
tractor. 


R. C. O’Brien 


























Patron Saints 
The Pedestrian’s 


he carried a 
he walked around. 


Diogenes; lantern when 


The Insurance Man’s 
Methuselah; no risk at all. 


The Traffic Cop’s 


the first 
traffic on a bridge. 


Horatius; one to hold up 


The Chronic 
tip Van Winkle; he 


tor twenty years. 


Park er’s 


wasn't disturbed 


As the Holiday Season draws near 
He 
wedding to 
take place on Christmas so he could 


Sandy is 
ordered 


becoming expansive. 
his daughter’s 
give the bride away. 


Usually, when they put a man in an 
ambulance Other- 
wise they’d never get him to consent 


he’s unconscious. 


to taking one of those wild rides. 
Then there is the girl who made a 


farewell to arms when she refused to 
go out riding with college students. 
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Beastly Rimes 
The Hippopotamus 


The Hippo is a bulky brute, 


At which 
shoot, 


the hunter loves to 


Probably because he’s sizeable 


A precaution most advisable; 


But, before you pull a trigger, 
Do not make him any bigger. 
As it is, he’s et a lot of us 


Naughty, naughty Hippopota- 


mus. 
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1930 Material 


“How are we fixed for next season? 


sav, listen, I’ve got th’ best football 
material that any coach could wish 
for. They’re out on th’ field now. 


wanna see them? C’mon. There they 

Not so bad, eh? 
Yeah, pretty husky bunch, and so far 
they're not givin’ me th’ least bit of 
trouble. See that big fellow over there 
by that water pail, won't he make a 


All he needs is a little 


And those three smaller ones down by 


are, how about it? 


real one? time 
the post, they’re fast, you should see 
them they started. 
They're small, but have a lotta guts, 


o when get 


ha 
= 


an’ that’s important. Yes, sir, I’m 
tellin’ th’ world that I’ve got some 
real football material for next year. 


That’s th’ best litter of pigs I’ve had 
for years.” 
—Scorr Brown 


Then 
father 
saxophone so he gave him one to keep 


the addle-headed 


son was crying for a 


there’s 
whose 


him quiet. 


Everything comes to himwho waits, 
but the buttons from the laundry. 








“And we have to be sure there’ll be room for Horace to hang his oar.” 
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QuELQues FLEuRS— 
Houbigant’s fragrant ex- 
pression of eternal 
modern youth, The Per- 
fume that has enslaved 
the smart sophisticates 
of two continents. In an 
exquisite silk-lined gift 
box, $7.50. Other sizes at 
$1, $2, $4 and $15. 


Au MATIN—a Perfume 

; and a Face Powder 
achieve an exquisite kin- 
ship through a bond of 
rarest fragrance—breath 
of flowers at dawn. In a > 
charming silk-lined Gilt ss 

Set, $10. 


QuELQuES FLEuRS 
or Le Parrum IDEAL 

in a silk-lined Chamois 

| case that plays treasure 
chest for these incom- 

parable perfumes and for 
Houbigant’s new gold- 
r toned Triple Vanity con- 


7 





taining compact pow- 


Le ive 
. F : 

SS der, rouge and lipstick, 
7 + : $6.00. 


° + THESE AIRE GIFTS 
THAT THURS LEL cece oN Au MATIN — ecstatic 


fragrance of the French 
modernes—breath of 
BOT IH TIHi lE Givil X G dawn’s awakening flow- 
ers—latest creation of 
Houbigant—favoured in 
ANID TIHIE IRIECENVIENG critical Paris. $10 the 
way VP, » 


E ' Modéle Originale. $18 
he ; . 
454, the Grand Flacon. $20 


; aa the Grand Flacon with 
* : ’ 
a . % 


wa , 1 Atomizer. 
y 


UE 





















Le Parrum IpEal 
a fragrance delicately 


sensuous, seductively 
mysterious, as lovely as 

a half-remembered 

dream. And most attrac- 
tively boxed, in a coffret 

of flowered silk, $12.50. 

Other sizes $1, $1.75, 

* $3.50 and $6.75. 


cs 


tag 
pF 4 QUELQUES FLEURS 
* ok Le Parvum Ipéav 
in the most luxurious 
flacon that ever impris- 
oned a fragrance. A 
Louis XV gold embel- 
lished bottle serves as a 
befitting shrine for the 
supreme perfumes 
Houbigant. Encased in 
an individual leather 
coffret, $25. 


As QUELQUES FLEURS } ( 
Ai . f 


| on Le Parrum Ipgéar 14 

—a Gift of exceptional 
attractiveness. The silk 

lined Chamois case in- 

cluding Perfume and the 

hexagonal single Com- 

pact, $3.00. Items sepa- 

rately, $3.50. 





NEVER EXPRESS 
IDEVOTHON AS CHARMINGLY 


EssENcE RARE — the 
world’s most perfect fra- 
grance—the ultimate in 
parfum elegance — the AS THESE EXQUISITRI IES 

supreme gift! Enshrined 
in jewel -like splendour, 
$25 to $125 the flacon. 
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He great virtues which my colleagues have dis 

covered in John Balderston’s “Berkeley Square” 

escape me with all the nimbleness of the similarly 
discovered virtues in Noel Coward's “Bitter-Sweet.” A 
reading of the extravagant praise of both these exhibits 
brings me to a considerable nose-scratching. Something 
must be wrong somewhere, either with me or with the 
rest of the boys. An incurably modest fellow, I begin to 
think that maybe the widely maintained and very popular 
conviction that my old mammy dropped me on the head 
when a child may have some foundation in fact. But, 
dropped on the head or not, what small reasoning faculties 
still remain to me lead me to the opinion that any number 
of other mammys must have been equally careless. 

As I observed a couple of weeks ago, if the Coward 
“operette” is anything but a sallow and unimaginative re- 
duplication of “Romance” and its several offspring, em- 
bellished with parlor tracings of Offenbach, Eysler and 
Ivan Caryll, the old skull fracture must be even worse 
than is generally believed. Evelyn Laye, who plays 
the réle here occupied in London by Peggy Wood, is a 
lovely and talented prima donna—in her English pallor, 
white satin and corsage bouquet as serene and chilly beau- 
tiful as a handsome coffin—and the London investiture 
has been imported in all its high attractiveness, but be- 
yond these all that I can discern in the exhibit is what 
I discerned when I saw it abroad last summer: a preten- 
tious stab at full-blooded operetta with a manicure scissors. 

“Berkeley Square” is a much more commendable job. 
Mr. Balderston, with the acknowledged assistance of 
J. C, Squire, has come nearer to accomplishing what he 
set out to do. to wit, to put into the dramatic form th 
idea contained in Henry James’ “The Sense of the Past.” 
But the distance that separates his relative achievement 
from the play that was his goal is great, very great. Some 
portions of the play he has written have touches of quality 


and dramatic authenticity, but for the most part it gropes 
in the dark for something it knows is near to hand yet 
cannot, for all its searching, grasp. The injection into 
the script of numerous hokum stencils further disturbs 
the sensitive ear. The old dodge of having a character ot 
a past period predict the day when airplanes will sweep 
the housetops and skyscrapers challenge the clouds is 
surely every bit as commonplace as putting modern al- 
lusions into the mouths of personages of another age. It 
impresses me neither as original nor as especially witty 
to woo laughter by putting back into the eighteenth 
century such remarks as “making the world safe for 
democracy” and such conjectures as wondering how on 
can smuggle liquor past the customs officials. Nor am | 
captivated by such devices as setting forth a figure of the 
present day as a metaphysical “When Knights Wer 
Bold” hero, transplanting him te another and earlier era 
and having him fiirt facilely with the simple humorous 
propensities of the whistle-dizzys by quoting Oscar 
Wilde—the whistle-dizzys nudging each other in th 
knowledge that, at the time, Oscar was still unborn—and 
by talking of the advantages of open plumbing. 

Mr. Balderston has tried to do something creditable in 
the way of drama and there are moments—little moments 
—when he succeeds. But he assuredly has not succeeded 
—unless that bump on the head has misled me entirely- 
in writing the sound drama that my presumably less 
bumped colleagues seem to imagine he has written. Lesli« 
Howard, Margalo Gillmore and a competent cast per- 
form the play, which has been admirably mounted by 
Gilbert Miller. 

. * * 
| TetieGen has made his re-appearance in the New 
York market in a piece by the MM. Clemens and 
Murphy called “Cortez.” The piece is junk and the M. 
(Continued on page 27) 
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“Berkeley Square” (Lyceum)—! “Bird in Hand” ( barry more John Drink- 


work up the other boys’ enthusiasm for it water proving that he is a fellow not without 

“Cortez” (Mansfield)—Rubbish. hemor. A good comedy 

“Bitter-Sweet” (Zicgfeld)—It gives one “it’s a Wise Child” (Belasco)—Stag 
the impression of a maple sundae in a speak- whimeles on a young woman with child. Some 
Casy. of them are funny 

“A Wondertul Night” (Majestic) —Johann 


“The Game of Love and Death” (Guild)— 


Strauss’ delight “Fledermaus” re P 
ause’ delightful “Fledermaus” sec A Fo be seviened. 


great relief to the ear. 


“Carry On” (Imperial)—The new Jack “Jenny” (Booth)—Sentimental slobber, 


Donahue show. To be reviewed. with little Janie Cowl archly sucking her 
. thumb 
“June Moon” (Broadhurst An hilarious 
farce by Ring Lardner and G. 8. Kaufman. “Candie-Light” (Empire)—The stale one 
Go around and loosen your ribs about the master and valet who change place 
“Scandals” (Apollo)—George White's fair yi . . 
revue Two of the sketches are genuinely “Great Day’ Cosmopolitan)—Feet 
comical. show eilivened ‘omy segue A Shon 
“Strictly Dishonorable” (Avo \ gay Youmans’ tunes 


ittle comedy with a Sacha Guitry flavor “The Sandy Hooker” (Piliott)—To be 

“Ladies of the Jury” (Erlanger)—The “cussed 
scholarly Madame Fiske follows up *’Mrs. “Remote Control” (48th Street) —Cock 
Bumpstead-Leigh” with another dill-pickle Robin has now bought himself a radio. Dull 


and seltzer-cipbon opus. mystery meiodrama. 





“Sketch Book” (44th Street)—Earl Carroll “Journey’s End” (Miller)\—A hokum war 


puts on a much better one than usual. play that has adroitly fooled most of the 
“Street Scene” (Playhouse)—One of last professional haalitts. 
season's exhibits that merits your patronage. “Your “Incle Dudley” (Cort)—To be com- 


“Gambling” (Fulton) —The performance of ™eated upon 
Prof. Cohan makes it worth your while “Other Mens Wives” (Times Square 
“Sweet Adeline’ Hammersteir The See next week's page 


musical comedy of the year ne 
pe me : Little Show” (Music Box)—The clowning 
The Silver Tassie”’ (Irish) —A periodically of Dr, Allen ir the most amusing item. 
interesting drama by O’Casey made mock of 
by a troupe of sour actors. “The Criminai Code” (National)—The 
“Let Us Be Gay” (Little)—Light humors Scenery is fine; the acting is excellent; thi 
by Rachel Crothers and some proficient play is negligible. 
acting “The Channel Road” (Plymouth)—De- 
“Subway Exoress” (Liberty)—A scenic ficient dramatization of one of Guy de Mau- 


velty bu e same old murder business passant! s popular tales. 
“Thunder in ths Air” (49th Street)—See “Heads Up!” (Alvin)—The new Richard 
next w s issue Rodgers score. To be lectured on. 
“Cross Roads” ( Morosco Ditto. “Winter Bound” (Garrick)—Also to be 
reviewed. 


“Rope’s End” (Masque)—The only one 
of the murder spiels that doesn't make you “Veneer” (Harris)—Same here. 


feel like murdering the producer, “The Silver Swan” (Beck)—And here. 
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“Wot’s the whirlin’ jigger for, Bill?” 
“Don’t you know? Why, that’s Daylight Saving!” 
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HE urge of the movie producer is constantly inter 
esting. In the days of ’26 his feature fetish needed 


mass fulfillment. It was a simple form of mathe 


matical progression: 100 slaves made a movie, 10,000 
slaves made a feature, and 100,000 slaves made a super- 


feature. Sound has practically drowned this tribal char- 

There are millions of homeless slaves walking 
the streets or jerking soda Hollywood, 
All they need to do is to develop a 


in Hollywood, is child’s play. 


acteristic. 
but needlessly. 
good sound, and that, 
The sound mania is ably developed in 


of 


“Romance 


the Rio Grande.” In this listless story of a gay caballero 
the accompanying sound utterly drowns the dialogue; 
which, in this movie, was something of a relief. How- 


ever, the 
given me any purple moments, 


resounding clatter of horses’ hooves has never 
and the banging of tin- 
ware has never exercised me to the point of ogling the 
hefty shoppers at my right and left. Sound over dialogue 
may help some movies; still and all, a love scene between 
a rock-crusher and a pneumati¢ drill is hardly my idea 
of drama. We may get to that in this machine-drama 
age, but only when the audience is composed of Televoxes 
lovingly entwined. 


wei. | ‘ue Love 


Doctor,” an old stage apple by the once 


popular Winchell Smith, has found what we can 
hope is its last repositery, with Richard Dix cast as the 
chief pallbearer. It is one of those gentle farces that 


used to send grandfather out to the bar for a couple of 
Manhattans after the first act, and involves a young doctor 
who seeks to cure a friend of chronic and lo! 
becomes infected with the very disease. 


amatoris, 


Richard Dix has carried his naive and healthy good 
humor onto the talkie set without much trouble, but it is 


a shame, considering the total lack of good humor in 
Hollywood, to cart him around in these dilapidated old 


stage hacks. 


[" gets worse as we go along. “Footlights and Fools” ex- 
plains itself only too well. To make matters worse, this 


flimsy little musical comedy had to be done in sloppy 
color sequences—and the little lady called upon for the 


main hoof-and-mouth exhibit was smiling Irish Colleen 


and then because 
My two 
The lines will have 
but the lyrics and 
Two numbers were left 
fell afoul the censors. 
“I’m Just a Little Negative,” so 
that the censors’ colors are old lace and 
than scarlet and gold. 

Director Badger tried long-distance perspective on his 
stage sets, but the figures are reduced to such microcosms 
he might as well have used marionettes and saved the 
company food and carfare expense. The color scenes were 
messy and only the music—(which was the best-recorded 
I have heard this year) and the amiable Mr. Buchanan 
alone saved them. Irene Bordoni sang every other song 


aris,” 


and Jack Buchanan. 


Acainer my will I went to see “P 
4 of Cole Porter’s music 
lures turned out to be 
you 


worth while. 

every once in a while, 
music are really worth hearing. 
out. “Let’s Do It,” I 
However, they allowed 
we may conclude 
lavender, rather 


wincing 


presume, 


a tone off key, the first being so flat two producers beside 
me woke up and applauded heartily. She was a bit too 
cute for a woman of her weight, and much, much, too 


Latin, even though she can—and did—speak French with 
good strength. Outside of those two faults, her perform- 
ance was flawless. 


“Se Tuts Is Cottece” looks a great deal like a Roxy- 

 ette interpretation of life at New York U., downtown 
branch. At the slightest provocation a quartet of a hun 
dred and fifty 40-year-old lads break into songs, and the 
sharp collegiate repartee greatly resembles the kind us 
ually found on the campus between the Palace and the 
Columbia theatres. The college impersonators included 
such gay undergraduates as Ukelele Ike, a two-to-one bet 
on Notre Dame being as close as most of them ever came 
to campus life. It is, as usual, a cheap Hollywood rep 
resentation of life at college. And the odd part of it is 
that, with the exception of Stanford, life 
California probably is like that. 


” / ‘HE 
of a magician who commits murder for love. 
the 


ancient plot, the work of Conrad Veidt, 
blessed absence of dialogue provide 


at college in 


Last PerrormMance” is a heavy but effective story 
Despite 
and the 


a good show. 


“S" EETIE” is worth while if only because Jack Oakie 
(who left the Stock Exchange for the movies just in 
time to avoid the rush) sings a song called “Alma 


(Continued on page 27) 


The Movie Guide 


Moore. It is only charitable to simply say no more about 
it. 
ae **__The plot hides behind the “The Lady Lies” 4 sound plot, a good 


camera, which hr ppens to be good. cast, and well worth your while 


“Condemned” —An all-star cast trying “The Love Doctor’’—In this issue 

to be funny with a serious story. “The Last Performance” —In this issue. 
“Frozen Justice” —In this issue. “Paris Bound” — The smart play wel! done 
“Footlights and Fools’—In this issue. by Ann Harding and Frederick March. 
“Hallelujah” —The best movie of the year. “Paris” —In this issue. 


“Prisoners” —A Molnar story done well “Shanghai Lady” —In this issue. 
encugs to cee. Half-talkie. “The Trespasser”’ -Gloria Swanson makes 
“Piccadilly” —I don't know where it is, 2 brave effort, but all in vain. 


but see it if possible. 


Silent. “Why Bring That Up?” 
hever miss. 

“Young Nowheres” — Richard Barthelmess 
works well in a fragile romance. 


Moran and Mack 
“Romance of Rio Grande” —In this issue. 


“Sweetie” —In this issuc. 
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Similes of 1929 


As blind as the front of a speakeasy. 
Cold as a Sunday night supper. 

\s chaste as a hat on a windy day. 
Sunny as an Al Jolson movie. 


ca. Sy 
Wanted a Minister 


\ man who goes into the heart of 
Japan, 
Converting the pagans and _ such. 
May die of the heat or be killed in 
the street, “4 
But the praise that he gets isn’t 


much. hy aw 


But the fellow who puts on a head- 2 1 
gear and pads a 
Will live th-ough the ages that roll, 
If by one of his tricks, with the score 4 
six to six, 





He succeeds in converting a goal. Mrs. GossLer 
—Tnomas E. Burke thanks. 


Let us now give 


My Mail Chorus 


“We present new Autumn raiment.” 
“You will favor us with payment.” 
“If you knew what this display meant 
You would visit us today.” 
“Your assistance we are seeking,” 
“Here's a roof defying leaking,” 
“Take this course in Public Speak 
ing,” 
“Buy a lot on Baffin Bay.” 


“Extra margin is requested,” 
“Beg to state your note’s protested,” 
“Mister Johnson has suggested 
You might like to see our boats. 
“Your requests for payment bore us,” 
“We've your worthless check before 
us,” 
Sound the ditties in my chorus 
That is full of jarring notes! 


—A. L. L. 


People who live in glass houses 
shouldn’t rock the baby to sleep. 
































I KNOW WHICH SIDE MY BREAD IS BUTTONED ON, BOASTED 


THE BAKER 
The doctor said he had to take twelv 


but you should have seen the one that qot away! “ 


think it’s stuck in your cat!” creates the laugh. 








E * * , n@ 
sconomics you're studying now! 
| Wasn't the paper box factory qood enough for you till now, schlemiehl? 
] 


ve stitches, and the incision was two feet long, 
Can I have my arrow back, lady?” 
trembled a tot. “Coitinly, babe, where is it?” demanded Lady Bountiful. “I—I 
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By Westbrook Pegler 
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EVER have I seen as futile and fussy and generally 
N punk a set of prize-fights as the agitated flutterings 
discoursed in the ring of Madison Square Garden 

on a recent evening under the working title of “Flyweight 
Championship Elimination Tournament,” but when thes« 
irritating gnats leit the ring after forty rounds of tag, 
face-tag and squat-tag, it occurred to me that nevertheless 
there probably was not a man in the meagre attendance 
about the ring, with the exception of such professional 
fighters, active or erstwhile, as chanced to be present, 
who was man enough to enter the same ring and lick the 
worst flyweight on the card. This one, in my opinion. 
was a bald and rhe umy-evyed old 
midget by the name of Something 
or-Other (probably Kid) McCoy. 
Now I am speaking not of a stein 
or spittoon-throwing or chair-swing 
ing contest in the back room of a 
coffee resort, but of a boxing match 
in a twenty-four-foot ring under the 
rules of civilized fist-fighting and 
the supervision of a referee, and my 
point is that the so-called average 
American knows almost nothing 
ibout boxing. He cannot defend 
himself against a fifth-rate profes 
sional boxer even though he be con 
ceded an impost of anywhere from 
fifty to one hundred and fifty 
pounds of beef and blubber. To be 
explicit, 1 would back this Som«e 





thing-or-Other McCoy, who weighs 
not more than one hundred and fif- 
teen pounds, to bat the upholstery 
out of Mr. Big Bill Edwards, late of 


Princeton, who 


At reER 


nately three-eighty, in less than six Late Srock 


weighs approxti- 


guess I'll have t 


football again! 


rounds, and if it be argued that Mr. 
Edwards has grown pokey with the 
vears, then I will offer the sam 
wager as to Mr. Will Cunningham, of Boston, Mass., an 
All-American center at Dartmouth College as recently as 
1919. My only stipulation would be that the length of 
the contest be set at ten rounds to protect my bet, belies 
ing that, in spite of the abundance of blue-and-white-tiled 
ithletic parlors which are mulcting puffy citizens of their 
funds, preying on the pathetic instinct for athletics, the 
average citizen cannot box his own shadow for thirty 
minutes. 

I am dealing with the great American delusion and 
fallacy familiarly expressed in the great American threat 
to give some body a damned good bust on the nose. Th 
simple fact of the matter is that we have no more instin 
tive talent for busting one another on the nose effectively 
than we have for throwing the screw-ball or the fifty-six 
pound weight. Not only would the worst of the fly- 
weights in question, whom I took to be this Mr. McCoy, 





harass, elude, lacerate and exhaust the average citizen 
regardless of weight in the course of ten rounds under 
orderly rules, but he would be quite likely to win by a 
technical knockout or by default in half that time because 
the layman who speaks so lightly of busting people on the 
nose is incapable of going at the pace that would be set 
for him by a professional prize-fighter, especially by a 
flyweight. He would collapse and perhaps die of heart- 
failure in mid-ring before the end of round five, or would 
be too discreet to leave his corner for round six. 

Here and there one sees an amount of random, in- 
formal fist-fighting between petulant citizens in the 
course of a life-time, but I will have 
to say that such mad-fighting as | 
have observed has been uniformly 
terrible. Behind the common desir« 
and the somewhat less common exe 
cution of the desire to bust persons 
on the nose there is only an angry 
impulse to let fly with one blow or 
sock, and this one, in ninety-nine 
cases out of a hundred, consists of 
the most naive gesture known to 
pugilism, a right-hand lead for the 
face. If it lands high or wide or 
short, the belligerent has no recourse 
but to rush into a clinch and hang 
tight because he is untaught in the 
matter of footwork, balance and 
composure, and only knows enough 
to realize that if he pulls back to 
cock himself for another such lung: 
his adversary will then take a similar 
free-hand right swing at his face. 
. The n, when he has closed in, neither 
sai Crasn he nor his opponent knows enough 


Well, I about infighting to work one hand 
o aeta job playing 


SALESMAN 


free to hook at the heart or liver, or 
whale away with circular swings at 
the sensitive portions of the back. 
So the y hang tight, chattering ev il comments on the fore 

bears of one another, and wrestle about, upsetting tables 
and trampling on the satin slippers of the ladies. Finally 
someone in a slept-in dinner-jacket, wearing one or more 
quilted ears, to wit. a broken-down preliminary fighter 
now serving as house-bouncer, patiently pries them apart 
and either invites them to drink and make up or bunts 
them down the front and rear stairs, respectively. 

It is not the sincerity but the technical talent and 
physical stamina of the lay fist-fighter which I under 
take to impugn, although his since rity as often as not is 
open to challenge, too. I once had the honor of being 
fist-fought in the cramped compass of a low resort in 
Chicago by Mr. Cozy Dolan, late house-detective of the 
New York Giants, and it chagrined me to reflect after 
ward that, although I had studied the tricks of perhaps 
Continued on page 32) 
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Stowaway Day 


Here it is Thanksgiving again, 
and I’m not eating turkey. It’s 
this way. Time was when, on the 
way home of a Thanksgiving Eve, 
one eased thru a pair of swinging 
doors, took a couple of chances in 
a turkey raffle, got his feet wet to 
brace against the shock of the 
drawing, won, celebrated with a 
few more, and dragged the gobbler 
home to the little woman. Turkey gained by such low 
means was, to my mind, the only kind anyone in his right 
mind would eat. And if I had a million dollars and could 
override our babbling Brookharts, I would get Congress 
to let me open the corner saloons for one night a year: 
Thanksgiving Eve, just to revive a good old custom. 


Highattractive Hostelries 

The primary thought of the day being stuffing, this 
department herewith inaugurates a Gotham gastronomic 
guide to paste in your high hat. It comprises eating- 
places which are absolutely corona-corona. Take your 
cherce for the Thanksgiving fiesta, if you aren’t eating 
at home. 

The Belmont Hotel dining-room. Dignified yet not 
stiff. No out-of-town buyers. No clash of dishes, and 
dishes are not rubber. The very place to take the family 
if you are saddled with one. Opposite Grand Central, 
making it possible to fall right off your chair into your 
upper. 

Chaffard’s at 232 Seventh Avenue. Very froggy and 
doggy. Mons. Chaffard once headwaitered for Mons. 
Mouquin whose tradition and pants he wears. Equals his 
master’s grip on the sages, sauces and seasonings. Try 
the onion soup and frog’s legs 4 la Bourguignonne. 

Should your q.t. de- 
mand celebrities,either 
throttle her or take 
her to Monetta’s at 32 
Mulberry, where 
writers and actors 
autograph each other's 
efforts. Hang onto her 
if you care for her in 
a big way, as the spot- 
lightheaded may 
snatch at her if they 
can stop talking about 
themselves. 

The Old Landmark, 
at 31 Eighth Avenue; 
Cavanagh’s, at 258 W. 
23; Billy the Ovyster- 
man’s, 7 E. 20; Dinty a 
Moore’s, 46 Street W. 7" 
of Broadway; The 
Tavern, 156 W. 48; 
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and Beefsteak Charlie’s at 216 W. 50. 
All very keen chop-houses where you 
can meet (or avoid) actors, gentlemen 
interested in furthering the breed of 
horse thru the medium of the wager, 
and Paul Whiteman. 

Dunn’s at 83d and Columbus Avenue. 
Tammany talk and Irish turkey in the 
pontifical atmosphere of Irish Supreme 
Court judges. 

The Brevoort and the Lafayette. 
Like Chaffard’s, the best French cook- 
ing in town, retaining the genuine atmosphere, founded 
back in the bustle-and-whiskers age. The sauces are good 
enough to swim in, and the Lafayette snails are trained 
to form into the word “DELICIEUX” on your plate. 

Luchow’s, 110 E. 14. Lean on your sitzplatz and revel 
in schnitzel. 


Between Thanksgiving Courses 


A lifted but slick one. Bet a gent he cannot button up 
his vest in fifteen seconds. He probably will do it within 
the time limit, but he definitely loses if he does what four 
and a half out of five will do: Button it down! 


Things We Ought Be Thankful For 

That Prohibition doesn’t work; That I, at least, played 
Ticker, the Wall Street game, instead of the real thing; 
Albie Booth; the disappearance of Machamer’s nostril 
warmer; That “operettes” like “Bitter-Sweet’’ can’t be 
blamed on our home-grown geniuses, tho Lord knows we 
have our own; That Graham McNamee has boned up on 
games and is now able to tell a forward pass from a 
fifteen-four in cribbage; That knebby knees and boa-ed 
garters have crept under the new long skirts; That there 
have been no imitations of “Ex-Wife” up to date; some 
critic’s crack about “Ex-Wife” being: “The kind of book 
you can’t throw away 
till you've finished” ; 
That Frank and 
Jack’s still cash 
checks; That Green- 
wich (Deserted) Vil- 
lage has passed; That 
Columbia University’s 
football team has made 
an excellent answer to 
the revelations of the 
Carnegie Foundation; 
“Major Whoople” and 
“The Bungle Family” 
in the New York Tele- 
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tell the wife I won’t 
to dinner.” 

Marcus MEssINGER, 

U. of S. California ’30 


“Hey, Joe, 


be home 








Origin of American Holidays 

Thanksgiving Day 
There have been many conflicting 
theories as to the origin of Thanks 
giving Day. It is thought by some 
that it is a survival of the ancient 
Swedish war day, “Tanksgivin.” On 
this day festivals were held all over 
Sweden. The feature of the day was 
1 pageant, in which the presentation 
of war tanks was the major ceremony. 
Some, too, think the holiday is an 
outcrop from Brandwillglich, a Scot 
tish feast day, which is the equivalent 
of our Christmas Day. The Scots, 
however, exchanged thanks instead of 
gifts. 

The real origin of the holiday, 
however, dates back to the year 1872. 
It was in that year that football first 
came into the public eye. One of the 
most famous players of the year was 
Edward K. Gibbon, a fullback on the 
Harvard team. It was on the last 
Thursday in November of that year 
that Gibbon played his well-known 
game against Yale. Although the 
Yale team was a heavy favorite Gib- 
bon single-handed ploughed through 


the Yale line time and time again. 
Nothing could stop him,as signet rings 
were unheard of then. As Gibbon 
made one touchdown after another a 
spectator at the exclaimed, 
“Why, he’s like an army tank!” The 
soubriquet, as people of that time 
termed a nickname, stuck, and Gib- 


game 


bon became known as “Tanks” Gib- 
bon. 
In recognition of “Tanks” Gibbon’s 


marvelous playing it was decided that 
the last Thursday in November would 


hereafter be known as “Tanks” Gib- 


bon’s Day. Popular Usage, who was 
the Senator from Minnesota in 1892, 
has converted ‘Tanks’ Gibbon’s day 
to Thanksgiving Day. Although the 
new name has taken a lot of the spirit 
out of it, Thanksgiving is still cele- 
brated by football games, and there 
are some who like to think that the 
spirit of old “Tanks” Gibbon watches 
over the gridiron players as they furi- 
ously battle. Well, that’s battle I 
know about it. 
—ARTHUR SILVERBLATT, 
Harvard ’30 











Referee Higgins, ex-gridstar, forgets himself when someone fumbles. 


—T. M. Foups, Yale ’30 








“T see 
What’s the 
“Oh, 


coming on.” 


matter with him?” 

he’s got a cold and two exams 

—S. J. PENAMorE, 
Harvard ’31 


Joe has gone to the infirmary. 
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George Bernard Shaw says that 99 
percent of him is just like anyone 
The old gentleman must have 
shaved. 


else. 


Jim Ropinson, 
Okla. University ’31 


Similes 
Welcome as the 
Or a headache after a stew, 
A revenue officer in the hills, 
Or an Arab at N. Y. U. 
—Frank W. Esrey, 
U. S. Military Academy 


monthly bills, 
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| N the issues of Jtuncr for November 16th and November 23rd 
we published announcements to explain a brief delay in 
awarding the prizes in the $14,000 Lenz Bridge Contest. We 
promised to name in this issue (November 30th) the December 
issue or issues to contain the list of successful contestants. 


On October 28th, just after those announcements were written, 


Mr. Lenz was stricken with serious illness. 


Since then he has 


been confined at his home in New York. 


Mr. Lenz, personally, was directing all the operations of the 
contest, and we shall be greatly handicapped in continuing the 


work without him. 


When the last announcement was made we anticipated naming 
the issue of December 14th for the awards. Now we cannot get 


ready for that date. 


The work has gone so far towards com- 
pletion we can finish in December. 


Count on that. But we 


cannot now suggest a date earlier than December 28th. An 
issue of JUDGE goes to press eighteen days prior to date of issue. 


Again we express our confidence that contestants will forgive 
us the delay; and we know that you will share our earnest wish 
for Mr. Lenz’s complete recovery as speedily as possible. 


Purloined Memoranda 


In Mr. Lenz's absence the follow- 
ing interesting notes with reference to 
the contest have been taken from his 
desk portfolio. 


+ *« ” 


Those who win the prizes in this 
contest will have faced genuine com 
petition from many thousands of other 
contestants. 


7 * 7 


Keen bidding, as a rule. 


* 7 x 


I wish players would give up the 
practice of taking out partner with a 
bid higher than necessary. Is it be- 
cause you like to play the hands? 


* + . 


They play sound bridge in Detroit 
and Cleveland, I think. 


* * * 


Glad that woman from Dresden 
came in. I believe every country in 
the world except Germany was in 
the contest. From Greenland’s 
mountains to India’s strand is now 
almost literally true. 


California and Florida evidently 
compete in bridge as well as citrus 
fruits and climate. Surprised by the 
number of contestants from these old 
rivals, particularly California’s pro- 
portion to the total response. 


* * m 


Hope one of those Japanese gentle- 
men wins a nice prize. 


* * ” 


Never before saw so many pretty 
ribbons. The ladies must have had 
them left over from former uses. Let’s 
see! How many years have they 
kept them ? 

* * * 

And my pictures! All painted up, 

and pasted on their solutions too. 


Bless you, my dears! 


* * * 


I’m worried about the girl in Maine 
who wrote, “I go to the Mediter- 
ranean or Matteawan!” I’m afraid for 
her, unless Frank Tours or Cunard 
will do something. 


(Continued on page 29) 
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JUVDGING™ BOUDAS 


I’ you fell to thinking, this football 
season, how lunatic it is that 
twenty-two troglodytes, presumably 
in their right minds, should chas« 
around a lot after a bladder of pig 
and wind, trying to ruin each other 
for the honor of the school’s gate re 
ceipts and a free loaf at college; it 
you've been Grantland Riced to deat! 
and wondered what the sundry Gal 
loping Ghouls and Popes of the Punt 
were really like in the privacy of thei 
underclothes, their stufliing let out; i| 
you've looked in your crystal ball and 
forecast the game’s eventual expira 
tion thru sameness and public satia 
tion; if you've thought, in short, foot 
ball a game played by twenty-two 
hard guys and sixty-thousand soft 


| kibitzers; then Charles Ferguson’s 


| “Pigskin” is your dish. 


It presents 
a well-browned job, exposing th 
whole satiric story that is written be 
tween the lines on every gridiron in 
this country. It makes the Carnegi 
report read like a snappy paper on 


| celestial hydraulics. The best colleg: 


novel we've vet read, it does for our 
American founts of learning what 
S. Lewis did for American business. 


“If one will only exercise the pa 
tience to wait, his wants are likely to 
be filled” is the keynote of a fine and 
racy Autobiography written by Calvin 
Coolidge, director of one of our 
country’s biggest insurance compa 
nies. And truly the author practised 
what he preached, for he tells tl: 
heroic story of how he waited fifty 
six years to attain this post, the hell 
he went thru, his patience outrivaling 
that of Job’s. First he waited in Ver 
mont, then in upstate Massachusetts, 
next in Boston, and finally eight long. 
dreary years in Washington. It was 
those long years in the Capitol that 
were the worst. He had to take odd 
jobs during the summer to tide him 
ever. Once he pitched hay in his 
native Vermont, another summer he 
punched cows in South Dakota, and 
the final summer he spent as a fisher 
man in Wisconsin. Temptations came 
but he did not choose to run. Just 
wait, wait, wait. Such grit and stick 
toitiveness could not go unrewarded, 
and today he has reached his haven of 
peace, the cherished directorship. A 
courageous, high-spirited tale, dy- 
namic, full-blooded and full of the 
bumps of life. Truly a story for the 


| ages, or may be used by the wife as 


an ice-pack during one of those sick 


| headaches. 


} 
! 


Several shockers tried and _ not 
found wanting: Nancy Mavity’s 
“Body on the Floor,” C. Orr’s “Dart- 
mouth Murders,” and Frances Noyes 
Hart's ““Hide in the Dark.” 

—Tep SHANE 
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SMOKERS 


O those who 

appreciate 
a gift that is both 
useful and orna- 
mental these 
Dragon Smokers 
lend instant ap- 
peal. The tip-lid 
deposits ashes in 
the bowl —form- 
ing a smoke- 
tight seal, ex- 
tinguishing 
smokes automat- 
ically. 


Attractive in de- 
sign and striking 
in color. Several 
designs on display 
at leading furni- 
ture and depart- 
ment stores. 


Insist on the gen- 
uine “Dragon.” 


Write for circu- 
lar J with prices 
and colors, 


SCROLL/ART STUDIOS 


BRIDGEPORT ::: CONN 








Hangnails spoil the looks of your fingersand 
re annoying, painful,and a possible source 
finfection. Trim them neatly with Gem, 

the pocket manicure, and clean, trim and 

file your nails whenever they need it. Gem 

Jr.,35e, attaches to the watch chain; Gem, 
Oc, slips in pocket or purse. At drug- 

gists’ everywhere. 


The H. C. COOK Co., 3 Beaver St. 


Ansonia, Conn. 
Gem Cli 








Dining 
Room and 
Coffee Shop 


Nicholos Bosler, Jr. 
WVanagers 


$2.50 Single, $1.00 Double 


Third and Jefferson Streets 


Louisville, Ky. 








Judging the Shows 
(Continued from page 18) 


Tellegen again discloses himself to be 
the same atrociously bad actor that he 
A product of the 
pre-Gary 


has always been. 
pre Gilbert, 
days, he initially 
nence through the 
of criticism 


John Coop r 


came into promi 
servant-girl school 
which obtained at the 
time, not because he knew how to act 
but simply because he was six feet 
high, had a lascivious eve-wink and 
was presumably gifted with It. The 
Alan Dales, Acton Davieses and other 
such interpreters of matinée Kultur in 
those years, hailed Lou much as their 
facsimiles of today hail the movie 
facsimiles of Lou, not on grounds of 


histrionic competence but on grounds 


of theoretical amatory talent. Telle 
gen thus became a kind of Franco 


Belgian Clara Bow in masculine pants 
und the circumstance that he once 
played with Sarah Bernhardt 
though on Sarah’s scrub touring team 
was presented as incontrovertibl 
evidence that he must be of 
championship material. 


rare 


Judging the Movies 
(Continued from page 21) 


Mammy.” There is little novelty in 
this singing-and-dancing story of a 
football captain and his main sup 
porter, but the thing is nicely done. 
and Mr. Oakie has before this proved 
that he is a ve ry capable young man 
I think you will find it pleasing en 
tertainment. 


] ENORI fires were 

~ chilled to lukewarm temperature 
by the appropriately 
enough, “Frozen Justice.” It is a talkie 
of the North Countree, and Miss Ulric 


Uxric’s famous 


camera in, 


is given a refrigerator full of those 
familiar half-caste dialogue _ lines 


which appear d to have been left over 
from the last South Sea epic. There is 
a brave attempt at a burlesque scen 
in a barroom, but the whole thing is 
cold and unpalatable fare. 


“QMiuanguar Lapy.” a_ talkie with 
“ Mary Nolan trying hard to lay 
the ghost of Jeanne Eagels, is by two 
split infinitives the foulest attempt at 


drama I have ever listened to. 


Poor Fish 


A professor at Northwestern Uni 
versity has discovered an anesthetic 
that will put fish to sleep, which is 
a good thing to know in case you hap 
pen to meet any fish that are bothered 
with insomnia. 

Russet Crouse 
in the Evening Post 


7 
~é 





Exclusive news photo of Admiral Phineas Fidgit 
(Circle indicates Phineas) 


©**Sure-Fire.”’ 
says Admiral Phineas Fidgit 


On a Battleship or in a 
Drawing Room you can 


Depend on Automatch 


**Between you and me and your Aunt Sadie, 
the life of a rear admiral isn’t all it’s 
cracked up to be. In target practice I used 
to give the firing signal by whistling 
shrilly through my fingers, but when my 
men repeatedly mistook my asthma for the 
signal I switched to Automatch. Just a 
flick of the trigger, a sure-fire light, and pop 
go the big guns for a fare-thee-well! 

The admiral’s point is well taken. Auto- 
match does light every time, even in the 
wind. And there are no protrusions on the 
outside. Everything tucked inside—ship- 
shape. Also a wick that never wears out 
+ « - an automatic flint-replacement signal 
... and Energine the only fuel needed . . . 
entirely different from any other lighter 
.. . an ideal Christmas gift. 

Smart, trim, covered with genuine reptile 
skins, Automatch sells for $5.00 at leading 
department stores, jewelry stores, drug stores 
and specialty shops. Automatch Corpora- 
tion, 267 Fifth Avenue, New York. 


AUTOMATCH 


Reg. Of. 


The NEW and DIFFERENT Lighter 








————————— diastase 








SINGLE ROOM 50A 
WITH BATH sz DAY 


DOUBLE ROOM WITH BATH 
$4°° PER DAY AND UP 


NEW GARAGE 


* RANDOLPH: CLARK LAKE: 
& LASALLE STREETS 


hn, 00) 8) Hot 
For Making Toy Soldiers, 


Indians. Cowboys Animalsetc 


With one Mould you can make many HUNDREDS OF 
CASTINGS, whole Armies. Outfits, including material 
for casting, enamel paints and everything complete, $4.50 
Easy enough for eny boy to make and great fun for 
grown: ups. Sport for the whole family Write for 
illustrations of dozens of patterns you can make. 








MAKE-A-TOY COMPANY, Dept. 14 1696 Boston Read, N. Y. City 
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RESTORE YOUR SYSTEM 
TO AN ALKALINE CONDITION 


DRINK VITTEL WATER 


RANDE SOURCE 
Palatable and Effective 


MORRIS & SCHRADER, ° Ree Yenc" 
































| SS = 
\- Montmore ney de Aubreville of 
GU) Upper Tooting , Hants, England, ate 
3,7eo bananas in eighteen minufes. 
While receiving the congratulations| 
| fiom brother Members of Parliament he 


| stepped on a banana skin, fell and broke 
his dollar watch. 
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q contains 28 letters without repetition 


[Flonus [Floddkersockt who lives on 
the roof of “en old house in 
Nichtwahr, Germany; has a beard forty 
two feet long, made from an old horse- 
hair sofa he picked up at an auction 
or dyei marks 

















Co-eps’ Boxine Instructor—Now, let’s see if either of you can 
snap a good one to the point of your adversary’s chin! 








































JOIN JUDGE'S 
CRUSADE 


AGAINST 


GEWGAW 
GIVING! 





Dont 
GIVE A 
“WHLXPSR’” 


7 Ard 
| to: oe 


wae 


+ 
7 
#8 rh ee 
Machine for Watering M 
Last Christmas, 1,785,382 dis 


gruntled people received “whlxpsrs” 
from their friends and relatives. A 
“whixpsr,” in case you don't know, 
is a sort of Istobera, only it comes in 
beeswax instead of reinforced con 
crete, 

Because there are too many 
“whixpsrs” and other gew- 
gaws given at Christmas, you are 
urged to join Judge's Crusade against 
foolish gifts. No dues, no parades, 
no buttons or badges to wear All 
you have to do is give at least one 
person a Christmas gift subscription 
to JUDGE. 

JUDGE, laden with pictures, jokes 
and general jollity, will then present 
himself to the donee 52 times a year 
. . . 52 weekly reminders of your 
thoughtfulness, good judgment and 
generosity ...52 Christmases in 
stead of one! 


1 
useiess 


Crusaders are urged to use the 
subscription coupon below. Fill it 
ut today. One year for $5. Two 
years for $7.80. We will send to 
each lucky person a card announcing 
your gift. 


Judge Publishing Co., Inc. 11-30-29 
18 East 48th Street, 

New York, N. Y. 

General Judge: 

I enroll in the Crusade Against Gew 
gaw Giving Enclosed please find my 
check for Ce eee etwas eseeeeesees 

Please sence i JUDGE for 
[) 104 Weeks , ; $7.80 

1 $2 WOKS .vccccccccvesccccccccccce 5.00 
to the following: 











How Good is Your Bridge Game ? 
(Continued from page 26) 


Those Canadians are good. They 
of the prizes by 
their bidding; but they like a little 
fun Here’s 


ought to win some 


as they go along. neat 


spooting: 


Quebec, 


Dear Sir: 


Sept. 30th, 1929. 


Your list of prizes is so nice that I 
have learnt how to play bridge so as 


to win one. 


Here are 


my answers: No. 1, one 
diamond. No. 2, pass. No. 3, one 
heart. No. 4, one spade. No. 5, pass. 
No. 6, one heart. No. 7, pass. No. 8, 
one no trump. No. 9, pass. No. 10, 
one club. No. 11, one spade. No. 


i2, one diamond. 

I am sure you will be surprised to 
see how quickly I learnt to play. I 
now love bridge very much and find it 
easy, Just as easy to play as euchre. 

I hope you will be satisfied with 
my answers and that you will favor 
me in case of a tie. 


Yours truly, 


p Pere ee 
P.S. I am sure you won’t mind if I 
am a little late. J. M. 
P.S. I learnt in your book. 
a. M. 
. « * 
All these letters from contestants 
will be helpful later. I'll know what 
to give ‘em. Make note to preserve 


that big file similar to this letter from 
Des Moines: 


The Greater Des Moines Committee, 
Incorporated 
Des Moines, Iowa. 
Sept. 16th, 1929. 
Alex Fitzhugh, Executive 
Mr. Lenz, 
Lenz Bridge Contest, 
Judge Publishing Co., Inc. 


Dear Mr. Lenz: 

I take pleasure in enclosing here 
with solutions for your twelve ex 
tremely interesting bridge hands. 

Here’s trusting that I hit the mark 
on at 

Thank for giving the bridge 
players of America such a pleasant 
treat in these 
day you will decide to do the same on 


Director. 


least one or two of them! 


you 


hands. I hope some 


a series of hands for contract bridge. 
Very truly yours, 

Alex Fitzhugh 

Maybe we shall do just that. 
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“The Usual 
Christmas 
Present” 


is the definition of what three-lette: 
vord? Of course you know the 
answer. lie? That's right 


Let us suggest the umusual Christ- 
mas present Really surprise hin 
this year with a gift that costs less 
that is unmique—that will afford 
hours and hours of pleasure—a gift 
that will mot reach the elevator bo 


JUDGE'S 
Cross-Word 
Puzzle Book 


Contains more than 6,000 humor- 
ously clever definitions which would 
make Noah Webster turn over in 
his grave. 


Edited by the staff of Judge, it is 
the original and only humorous 
cross-word puzzle book on the 
market. It contains 50 of the best 
puzzles that have ever appeared 
in Judge, with definitions revised 


up to date. 


CLARE BRIGGS, the famous 
cartoonist, says in his foreword: 
‘It increases your vocabulary 
without ruining your disposition.” 


RUTH EASTMAN painted th 
beautiful cross-word puzzle-girl on 
the cover. 


THE JUDGE STAFF embe llishe d 
each page with catchy titles and 
humorous captions to make you 
feel at home. 


When you can no longer stand the 
suspense, turn to the back of the 
book, break the seal, and compare 
your answers with the correct ones. 


Order Your Copies Now! 
In order to help solve your Christ- 
mas shopping problems we will send 
this greatest of all cross-word puzzk 
books direct to vour friends for 
Christmas delivery We will b 
glad to nclos oul personal 
greeting card 


per cop) 


The price ts $1.50 


Judge Publishing Co., Inc., 

18 East 48th Street, 11-30-29 
New York, N. Y. 

Please send copies of Ju “es Cr 
Word Puz le Book at £1.50 « 
N ime 

Addres 

Name 


Address 











Judge’s Crossword Puzzle No. 132 
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bmitted by Catherine MacMillan, Chicago, Ill. 


Horizontal 


The giris they left behind them 
This is always well protected by locks. 
This one is not high toned 








You will find a mix-up here 
This is rare and also well done 
\ ge 
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Vertical 
This is used to smooth dowr 
Entreaties. 
They always add these on hotel b 
This will deny anything 
This always comes before day 
lo cut out. 
This is never the whole chees¢ 
Heir-male. 
A piece of this dished ip with the coffee makes an enjoy- 


able dinner. 

What “Judge” will do for the blues 
To be is in a different mood today. 
This is bard to believe 


Solution of Last Week’s Puzzle 


This is what sc 


Judge pays $10 for each puzele print 
+ 


Scotch stationery. 
Something a jelly-fish lacks 
This fellow's work is all play. 


This one is always gushing over the beautiful country 


This is rather fresh. 
4 gold-digger's tool. 


Where the older generation used to solve their probl: 
i 


This is what always comes after a restless night 


T his man aay plants and always getsa bumper cr 


The relations of this one, in connection with the 
games, are fast expiring 

What a modest violet will do. 

Only one term at Yale 

These have been picked for American Beauties 
This is what mother’s precious little lamb said 
Allow. 

What the brokers lost when their stocks went dow 
Large tracts of land. 

\ cockney’s idea of a devilish place 








expense. 
This one has a head at each end 


The effects of the moder 


This kind of a shirt is the very latest 


This is what Greta Garbo reaches for instead of a I 

of the new auto horns carry 
jump last month 

You are apt to do this when you are bored to te 





bis took a suc 


dentist’s chair 


This used to be quite an outfit 
That wom 
This is one 


An old-fashio 
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Radio Selections 


(All Time given is Eastern Standard Tim 
Thursday, November 28 
8:00--Lehn and Fink Serenade. WJZ, WZ, WHZA, 
WHAM, KDKA, KYW KWK, WREN, WBAI 
KPRC, WOAI, WKY, WBAL, WLW. Light music ar 
ngs Also Ohman and Arden. 

9:30 —Tower-izers. WABC, WFAN, WNAC, WEAN, 
WFBL, WKBW, WCAO, WJAS, WADC, WKR¢ 
WGHP, WOWO, KMOX, KOIL, WHK, WLBW, 
WMAL, WCCO, WISN, WSPD, WJJD. If you like 

xlern music well played. 

10:00-—Halsey Stuart Program. WEAF, WEEI, WJAR, 
WTAG, WCSH, WFI, WRC, WGY, WGR, WCAI 
WWJ, WSAL KYW, KSD, WOW, WSMB, KSTP, 
WTMJ, WJAX, WHAS, WSM, WMC, WSB, WBT, 
WRVA, WBAP, WHO, KPRC, WOAI, KOA, KSL, 
KPO, KGO, KFI, KGW KOMO, KHQ, KVOO. Sound 


cial advice and an orchestr ncer the direction of 


Andy Sannella. 


Friday, November 29 

8:00-—Cities Service Hour, WEAF, WEEI, WTIC, WLIT, 
WRC, WGR, WCAE, WTAM, WJAR, WCSH, 
KSD, WOW, WDAF, KSPT, WTMJ, WKY, A 
woc, KOA, WFAA, WSAI, WEBC, KOMO, KGO, 
KGW, KHQ, WOAI, KPRC, KSL. Potpourri of 
classical and popular musie and songs. 

9:00-—Interwoven Pair. WJZ, WBZ, WBZA, WHAM, 
KDKA, WMC, KYW, WREN, KPRC, WOAI, KOA, 
WHAS, WSM, WSB, WBT, WJAX, KWK, WRVA, 
KSL, KPO, KGO, KOMO, KHQ, KGW, KFI, WKY, 
WAPI, WSMB, WLOD, WLW, WFAA. Good humor 
by a good-natured pair. 

10:00—Planters Pickers. WEAF, WTIC, WJAR, WTAG, 
WCSH, WLIT, WRC, WGY, WGR, WCAE, WFIJC, 
WWJ, WSAI, WLS, KSD, WOW, WOC Including, 
among other entertainers, a splendid Negro quartet. 














Saturday, November 30 

$:00—Guy Lombardo and his Royal Canadians. WABC, 
WHK, WJAS, WISN, WMAL, WNAC, WEAN, 
WFBM, WOWO, WADC, WLBW, WCAO, WSPD, 
WDOD, WWNC, WLAC, WKRC, WKBW, WCALU, 
KFH, KLZ, KMBC, KOIL, KFRC, WDBJ, WREC, 
WBRC, KFPY, KMOX. Music to put you in the 
right mood for a big evening. 

$:30—The Gulbransen Hour, WABC, WGHP, WCAO, 


e 
WHK, WJAS, KOIL WNAC, WKRC, WEAN, WADC, 
WLBW, WCAU, WFBL, WMAQ, WOWO, KMOX, l | er< l ] OSs 
KMBC, WSPD, WMAL, WISN, WKBW. Henry 

Hadley conducting a Symphony Orchestra. 
19:00—Paramount-Publix Radio Hour, WABC, WCAU, 

WNAC, WEAN, WFBL, WKBW, WCAO, WJAS, 

WADC, WKRC, WGHP, WOWO, KMBC, WBBM, 

KOIL, WSPD, WHK, WLBW, WMAL, WFBM, Ty 

WHEC, WDBJ, WTAR, WWNC, WLAC, WDOD, rom em 

WBRC, WREC, KLRA, KFJF, KRLD, KTSA, WCCO, 

WISN, WDSU, KLZ, KDYL, KHJ, KFRC, KOIN, 

KVI, KFPY, KMOX, WIBW, WHP, WKBN, KSCJ, 

KNX, WCAH. Better-known Movie stars entertain. 


Sunday, December 1 


7:30—Major Bowes’ Family. WEAF, WJAR, WRC, WGY, 
WCAE, WWJ, WSAI, KSD, WOW, WFJC, WIOD, 
WHAS, WMC, WSB, WKY, WTAM, KTHS, WDAF. | 


WOAI, WHO. Varied music and songs from th 
pit 1 Theatre 


( i 
9:15—Atwater Kent Concert. WEAF, WEEI, WRC, WGY, 


WGR, WCAE, WTAM, WWJ, WSAI, WGN, KSD, 
WOW, KSTP, KOA, KSL, KPO, KGO, KFI, KGW, 
KOMO, KHQ, WSM, WMC, WSB, WFAA, KPR( 
WOAI, WKY, WFI, WSMB, WOC, WBT, WHAS. Cor 


cert orchestra and soloists presenting one of the best 
programs on the air. 

10:45 —Sunday at Seth Parker’s. WEAF, WCAR, WHAS 
WJAX, WOW, WKY, WWJ, WFEJC WIOD, WHO . “ae a 
An extremely a male picture of a rural “Hymn sing.” The National, State, and Local Tuberculosis Associations of the l nited States 








Monday, December 2 - 
8:30—Ceco Couriers. WABC, WCAU, WNAC, WEAN 
WFBL, WMAK, WCAO, WJAS, WADC, WKRC 
WGHP, WMAQ, KMOX, KMBC, KOIL, WHK. 
WLBW, WMAL, WCCO, WSPD, WFBM. Synco- 
pation and Henry Burbig —an entertaining combinatior 
9:30-—Chesebrough Real Folks, WJZ, WBRZ, WBZA 
WHAM, KDKA, KWK, KYW, WREN, WLW, WJR 
Rural sketch, always worth hearing but better if you 
listen in every week at this time. 
10:30—Empire Builders. WJZ. WRZ. WBZA, WHAM, 
KDKA, WJR, KYW, KWK, WREN, WTMJ, KSTP, 
WLW, WEBC, WKY, WFAA, KPRC, WOAI, KGO, 
KOA, KSL, KPO, KFI, KOMO, KHQ, KGW. Western 
romances told by the “Old Pioneer,” assisted by a 
] 








musical backgrounc 


Tuesday, December 3 
8:30—Prophylactic Program. WHA, WEFI, WCAE 
WJAR, WTAG, WCSH, WFI, WRC, WGY, WGR, 
WSAI, KSD, WLS, WHO, WOW, WDAF, WWJ 
Rhythmic music and a trio specializing in popular 
melodies. 
11:30—Harbor Lights. WEAF, WCAE, WFI, WWJ, WRC 
WGR, WFJC, WRVA, KSD. Dramatic tales of the 
Pea. KB, : 
Wednesday, December 4 Me roy 1 > <n,” of 
8:00—Mobiloil Concert. WEAF, WEEI, WTIC, WJAR, 


WTAG, WCSH, WLIT, WRC, WGR, WCAE, WWJ = —(({\s ~¥ 
WSAI, KSD, WOC, WOW, WDAF, WFJC, WTAM ; id 7 / Cue 
KOA, KVOO, WFAA, KPRC, WOAI, WKY. Well f — 


selected classical music. | 
, WBZ, WBZA, WHAM -_ / ; 
WCKY, WIBO. Scrappy If football casualties continue to increase, why not have the games | 


Lambert and Billy Hillpot as the famous Brothers sing h 
and tell stories. played by radio-controlled automatons? ' 
Merlin the Second. 
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Press Box 
(Continued from page 23) 


five thousand prizefighters through 
countless rounds in many rings, this 
crisis found me still primitive and a 
sucker, my only salvation being a still 
worse ineptitude on the part of Mr. 
Dolan. When the bartender rushed 
up brandishing his bung-starter Mr. 
Dolan and I were clamped in what I 
believe a divorce-lawyer would de- 
scribe as a compromising attitude, he 
masticating one of my thumbs with 
his senile gums and endeavoring to 
unscrew one of my ears while I 
fumbled away at his matronly figure 
with body blows which must have 
seemed downright salacious. 

Mr. Dolan was roughly forty years 
older than I, but he was also one hun- 
dred pounds larger, so on the basis of 
weight-for-age we were evenly 
matched, and if either one had been 
at all competent, one or the other or 





“Bad boy, if you don’t step on 
milk and rice for supper.” 


both should have been in receipt of 
one or more good busts on the nose. 
I apologized for the disturbance, 
but the bartender, who was the 
most indignant bartender I have 
ever seen, said it wasn’t the disturb- 
ance that annoyed him. “I stopped 
it,” he said, “because it was such a 
rotten fight.” 








One AmMeRICAN— 
a millionaire 





K 


One GERMAN 
@ professor 





One Russian 
a@ genius 





Summing Up the Nations 


One Englishman—a fool; two Englishmen—a club; three English- 
men—a race meeting, would be the average foreigner’s conception of 
ourselves. Below we give our summing up of some other nations. 





One Frexcuman— Two Frexcumen— 
a rake a café chantant 





Two Germans— 
a sun-bathing establishment 





Two Russ1ans— 
@ conspiracy 





THRee AMERICANS 
Prohibition 





Turee FRENCHMEN 
Memories of Napoleon 


Turee GerMans— 
an army corps 
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Turee Rvussians— 
Universal gloom 


—Passinc SHow 
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there right away, you'll only get 


—Der Lustige Sacuse 


Bob Ruxton’s Thanksgiving 


(Continued from page 10) 


feet in astonishment, but Bob was too 
quick for them. Before they could 
collect their wits, he had handcuffed 
them neatly to one another with th: 
manacles he had remembered to slip 
into his pocket. Amid their crest 
fallen snarls Bob gathered up the ne 
gotiable bonds and gold pieces and 
piled his surly captives into the wait 
ing cab. 

Three hours later, the center of an 
admiring group of rewrite men, Bob 
tore the last page of his story from 
the typewriter and threw it on the city 
editor's desk. The latter scanned it 
rapidly. 

“Ruxton,” he said cordially, “you 
have ‘scooped’ the town with the best 
story I have ever handled. I have 
been watching your work for some 
time. Beginning Monday you will 
take charge of the Women’s Page.” 

The Women’s Page! Bob’s heart 
gave agreat jump. The most coveted 
position on the “Evening Star!’ 
Why, James Gordon Eppis and 
Charles Gibson Lorimer had_ been 
editors of the Women’s Page! An 
excited shout from “Rags” cut in on 
his stammered thanks. 

“Mr. Ruxton! Mr. Ruxton!” 
“Rags” was shouting, “they’ve just 
drawn the lottery and you have the 
winning number! Five thousand dol 
lars! And here it is, all in paper 
money !”’ 

What a Thanksgiving Dinner the 
“Star” held next day for the new 
editor of the Women’s Page! Old re 
porters still speak of it in hushed 
tones as “‘Ruxton’s Folly,’ for its 
lavish splendor was unimaginable. 
And what a shout went up when Bob 
blushingly announced his engagement 
to little Polly Parapatoota of the 
Folding and Pushover department! 

“Yes, Polly,” murmured Bob hap- 
pily when their guests had gone, “I 
never dreamed that when forty-eight 
hours had elapsed I would be the hap- 
piest man on earth. I do not think 
that either of us will soon forget 


a’ 99 


‘Bob Ruzton’s Thanksgiving’. 


EDWARD LANGER PRINTING CO., INC., JAMAICA, N. Y. 




















Women get all the flowers 


and men get all the 
grief— 


. is high time that someone exposed the rank in- 
What of the man justice which is striking at the roots of the Amer- 
ican home. Three-fourths of the men in America 
never get a chance to spend a pleasant vacation in the 
hospital, whereas almost every woman has at least one 





who thinks he 
ought to go to a 


gymnasium? He 


too is the subject operation in her life! And how about the poor hus- 
of an hilarious band who has to pay the bills and doesn’t receive a sin- 
study by this gle flower? 


master scientist 


Rube Goldberg, champion of righteousness, has risen 
to the defense of the American husband. Ina ringing 
plea for justice he describes the state of the oppressed 
male who has a hollow wife on his hands. He says: 


and comedian 
extraordinary. 
“What You Need 
Is Exercise’”’ 


ae Se nee THEY OUGHT TO GIVE ETHER TO 


by every man 


who is hovering HUSBANDS 
on the brink of and after reading his piece you'll agree with him. 
physical culture. This priceless contribution to human knowledge is in 


You will find it in a book called 


IS THERE A DOCTOR 
IN THE HOU SE? Ilustrated by the Author 


Price $1.00 Postpaid $1.10 
by RUBE GOLDBERG 


Order this book from your bookseller. If a bookstore 
is not convenient, mail your order to the publisher. 


THE JOHN DAY COMPANY 


DEPT. J 386 FOURTH AVENUE NEW YORK CITY 
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never gave a newcomer heartier 
welcome than he gave Raleigh. 


Raleigh’s first American ap- 


a eas 
7 
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pearance in some 400 years 
was made only a few months 
ago in New York. Every city in 
the nation now concedes that no 
fine cigarette ever went so far 
so fast, or proved itself so agree- 


ably a permanent factor in the 


wee a 


lives of people who can pay 
twenty cents for an uncommon- 
ly good thing — which of course 
means everybody. 


Ci BROWN & WILLIAMSON TOBACCO 
CORPORATION, Louisville, 
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| | RARE, fine grades of rich | 
: . ° . 
. | | tobacco are blended in every single puff of — 
| | every single Raleigh so subtly that the flavor Ys 2, 
‘ ) % 
: , ° ~~ » 
(not startling at first to many) becomes a bland, YY 4 
| delicious craving, utterly unlike another, and = 
quite impossible to imitate. 

















